The mo ft lamentable T ragedic 

She wi'l a handmaid be to his defires, 

A S^endftirea^ene/ Lords, accompany 

Your noble Emperovw and hislouely Bride, 

Sentbv the heartens for Prince Saturnine > 

Whofe wifdomehath her fortune conquered 

Titus. I am not bid to waite vpon thisBnde, 

Tttus when wert thou wont to walkealone, 

SLnoured thus and challengedot wrongs* 

Enter Marcus and Thus formes. 

Marcus. OTttuskc 1 O fee what thou haft done! 
Tnabad quarrell flainea vertuousfonne. 

1 Tims'. No foolilhTribune.no: No fonneofminc, < 

Nor thou, nor thefe, confederates inthedeede, 

T hat hath difhonoured all our F amdy ^ * 

Vnworthv brother, and vnworthy fonnes. 

l et vvgiue him butiall as becomes: 

Giue Mums buriall without bretheten. 

Tttus. Traytors away, he refts not m this tomoe 

This monument fiuehundrethyeare, hat » 

R.irv him where you can he comes not heere. 

B Marcus. My Lord this isimpiejmQ 

My N ephew CMuttus deeds do p cad tor , 

He muft be buried with bn brethren. 

Tuns two formes ffeaki t. 

it 

jT inisfonne fpeake** 

Me that would vouch it in any place but eere. Titus- 


ofT im AndronicHs • 

Tttus What would you bury him in my defpight? 
Marcus. No noble Titus but intreat of thee, 

To pardon Mutius, and to bury him. 

Titus . CMarcuSy Eucn thou haftflrolce vpon my crefl* 
And with thefe boyes mine honour thou hail wounded, 
Mv foes Idoc repute you euery one. 

So trouble roe no more, but get you gone. 

$.Some. He is not with himfelfe, let vs withdraw, 
e Sonne. Not I till Mutius bones be buried. 

The brother and the fonnes faeele. 

Brother, for in that name doth nature plead 
I.Sonne . Father.and in that name doth naturefpeake. 
Tttus. Speakethounomoreifall the reft will fpeede. 
tJMar. Renowned Tttus morethenha!fi.my foule. 
Luttus. Deare Father, foule and fubflance c f vs all* 
arc. Suffer thy brother CMarcus to interre 
His noble nephew heere in Vermes neft. 

That died in honour and Lautnias caiife. 

Thou art a Romaine be not barbarous : 

The Gre ekes vpon aduife did bury A' ax 
That flew himfelfe : and wife Laertes fonne. 

Did gracioufly plead for his Funerals* 

Let not young Mu iut t hen that was thy ioy, 

Bebard his entrance heere. 

Tttus , Rife Marcus^ rife, 

The difmalft day is this that erel faw, 

Tobediflioncredby my fonnes in Rome.* 

Well bury him, andbury me the next. 


Exit 



thy friends 


T They put btmtn the Tomhe. 

Til ' Ct L hy bones fwcet with 

VV c With Trophees do adomc thy tombs . 

\T r» 1 ^° e y k nee l e And fay . 

No nian rticd'tcares for noble Mtriiut. ' 
mes in fame that d,ac in vertuts caufe. 
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